I'D LIKE TO 90 
AN LIGAGI FIGURE! 
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ACTION FIGURE 


YES, IT IS FINALLY HERE! 
THE OFFICIAL, DESIGNED BY 
CREATOR STAN SAKAI HIMSELF 
USAGI YOJIMBO AND SPOT 
FIGURE SET! 

NO CONSTIPATED GRIMACE... 
NO “YOJIMBO AKIMBO...” 
JUST THE MAJESTY AND 
GLORY OF THE ORIGINAL 
SAMURAI RABBIT! 
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AN ANTARCTIC PRESS PUBLICATION FOR MATURE AUDIE 
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March Madness! ny 


If you have been reading my editorials 
these past few years, you may have 
realized I am a sports nut. This time of 











March 1998 ATTRACTIONS 

Shotgun Mary #1 year is especially exci ting for me because 

Shotgun Mary Leather of MARCH MADNESS. That’s when 
Jacket Figure enter the basketball 

Shotgun Mary T-Shirt chatipionship tournament to decide who 

Silver Cross #3 es natféwal champion. This 

Warrior Nun: tournament is Sreat because it’s~a. 










Black and White =SINGLE ELIMINATION tournament— 
Lilith #1 y once you\lose, you’re out. No best of 
Lilith Action Figt ‘seven or round-robin elimination cra 
hg #8 y ft makes for good drama because ev 

Il school his ic 
fold Digger. 3 9 small schoo can wi 


It rarely happ 
excited about @ 





Publisher 

‘Ben Dunn 

ae Operating Officer 
joeming Dunn, M.D. 
Editor i in Chief 
‘ Herb Mallette ‘ 
FanClub Coordinator” : 
.Katie Maflette 
Production Manager 









PatKelley. but also a re’ 
Coloring Supervisor/ ‘Excalibur Comics: nd is 
Special Proj Editor located i in San Antonio), I thought, “Why 










t enter?” I had several ideas, including 
e following “She i 





rene a) ROM the, 
Joe Weltjens in Black eon 
Promotions, Sales, and 
Office Management 
Matthew High b) iuarvel characters back in time— 
Mail Order Manager What would it be like if Spider-Man was 


Ray Elliott 
Hepcats Mascots 
Nova & Supershamps 


a spy during World War I, Captain 
America fought during the Civil War, or 
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a) 


Joeming W. Dunn, MD 


Mutants existed during the Salem witch 
trials? 


I had some other ideas too, but I can’t 
remember them now. In any case, I got 
call from Marvel, who said they 
appreciated the ideas so much that they 
Were going to send me a prize. I 
~Inentioned the fa wad won a contest 



























shicinel artwork. When The uman \ ly 
/#19 came out, there was my name stating 
my entry, asa winner. Needles$ to say. I 
didn’ t gets wat. Well, this time t ey did 
wery nice prizes whic 
now have displayedi any 








hat the Conic industry 
slump, we have,seen 
publishers to try to g 
ient back in the industi 
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G seinen is and 


producing. 
HORSE does, t 
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action figure from LONDON NIGHT 
STUDIOS. Look for it in October of this 
year. As of this writing, the WARRIOR 
NUN AREALA: OVA figure should be 
in your local comic store. 





Until next time. 


HEPCATS WWW PAGE BY DENISE VOSKUIL-IMARRE 
hitp://www.mes.net/~dvoskuil/hepcats/ 


Hepcats no. 8, March 1998, is published by the Antarctic Press, 7272 Wurzbach Suite #204, San Antonio, Texas, 78240. FAX#:(210)614-5029. 
Hepcats and all related characters are ™ and © 1998 Martin Wagner/Rhinoceros Studios. All other material is ™ and ©1998 Antarctic Press. No 
similarity to any character(s) and/or place(s) is intended, and any similarity is purely coincidental. Nothing from this book may be reproduced without 
the express written consent of the creator, except for purposes of review or promotion. “/ like romantics but I don't like Steven. "—Gary Numan. Print 
tun: 4,500. Printed by Brenner Printing, San Antonio, Texas, U.S.A. 































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































HEPCATS 7 


_THE SPECIAL EDITION 

























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































HEPCATS 8 


CREATOR’S COMMENTARY TO 1998 EDITION 


(These introductions are provided by Martin Wagner as exclusives to the Antarctic Press 
reprints of Hepcats’ first 12 issues. You might want to read the story beforehand, to avoid 
possible spoilers.) 


This is the first issue where the Decline and Fall of the Regular Schedule really became an 
entrenched reality back in the selfpub days, and this circumstance was snecifically solidified by 
my divorce—unconscionably painful at the time but quite clearly the best thing that ever 
happened to me. In debt up past my receding hairline, it was all | could do to get a book out at 
all, which, of course, cut no mustard with the self-appointed schedule watchdogs on the Internet 
who have either never heard of money or have so much of it they can’t imagine why it would be 
a problem. 

But that's all water under a bridge I’ve long since joyfully burned. (Wow! Multiple 
clichés in one sentence!) What's really noteworthy about this issue is that, of all the sequences in 
Snowblind, it is the one most directly taken from a real life event. (I've told this story before, so if 
you've heard it, skip if you like.) 

Late in 1988, as | was first dating my ex and before we'd moved in together, her 
apartment was broken into by some weirdo who'd been hanging around the place, not exactly 
being threatening but certainly being odd (which, if you ask me, is worse; at least with a psycho 
you know what you're dealing with). He rummaged around, swiped some nondescript items of 
negligible value, and left his calling card in the form of some used condoms in the bathroom 
trash can. We decided it was for the best for Tif to get the fuck out of the apartment. So, later 
after the break-in had happened, and after the cops had come, done cop stuff, and gone, Tif, 
myself, and my best-friend-at-the-time Dave (who was the DJ at the topless bar where she 
worked—ooh, | have a most colorful past, my little ones) headed back to her apartment to pick 
up some clothes and stuff that she'd need to tide her over staying at my place a few days. This 
was at about 4:00 in the morning. 

As it happened, the guy was there. 

Not exactly there, as in inside the place. He was evidently surveilling the apartment 
from across the parking lot, watching us as we went in. | didn’t see this; Dave did. I, like the 
chivalrous moron | can be when the prospect of getting some great pussy shines brightly on the 
horizon like a new dawn, was marching quite incautiously into the apartment itself to case the 
joint—utterly untroubled by the thought that | might be about to confront a real mental case 
who could conceivably be armed with anything from a fistful of toothpicks to an AK-47. Tif 
followed. Dave, bringing up the rear, only noticed our watcher due to the fact he happened to 
glance oh-so-casually out across the parking lot as we were going inside. | never saw Dave cut 
and run towards the fence behind which the fellow was lurking (he reportedly took to his heels, 
peeling off in a late-model Chevy or Olds or something as Dave was attempting to vault the 
fence). | only saw him several minutes later as he came into the apartment, pulling splinters from 
his palm and admonishing me, "The next time you see me run, follow me, okay?” | suddenly felt 
measurably less studly. 

People have always asked me just how much of Snowblind is based upon real-life, and 
how much is fiction. This question is answered in detail in the introduction to the trade paper- 
back (what? you mean you haven't ordered it yet? turn back to the inside-front-cover and get the 
lead out, ya lamers!). What I’ve found interesting over the years as I've been learning how to be 
a writer, is the process of combining fact and fiction to create a stirring story in the first place. I'm 
of the school of thought that nothing matters in a story if you don't have characters; even good 
plotting can become a rote exercise in pointlessness if the people inhabiting your world don't 
matter to your audience. And how do you create good characters? By living your life and by 
paying attention, Spanky, that’s how. By observing people around you, by making as many 
friends in as many walks of life as you possibly can. Simply welcome people to you, and you will 
know how to create good characters. Period. Not long after the dust had settled from this 
incident, and Tif and | were officially an item, did the three of us, sitting around one night, get to 
talking about it. And Dave, | remember, turned to me with that little grin of his and said, “Oh, 
well, I'm sure that night'll go into Hepcats someday.” Yeah, that was an easy bet, Dave. 

There was a sense of innocence in those days. Everything was in the future, exciting, 
bursting with endless possibilities. And that's another reason I've been enjoying doing these 
reprints for you, gang; because by digging into my past like this, | get to relive those feelings of 
joy. Today, yeah, | know, | made a lot of naive and stupid choices, but the happiness at the time 
was a euphoria that it seems to get harder to capture as you get older, wiser, more cynical. (Vide 
my new story Way of the World, for instance.) And it helps get things revved up whenever I'm 
feeling down and out, so that the future looks bright once again. 

| really ought to look up Dave's number... 
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WELL, SHE USEP To BE 
A DANCER AT THE 
MOUNTAIN OF VENUS... 


CERTAIN NOTHING pias 
WAS STOLENT FAR AS WE CAN 
TELL, JODIE, EXCUSE 
ME... .OFFICER, MY 


FIANCEE ISA... 





ONE OF HER 
REGULARS 
WHOS BEEN 
BOTHERING 
HER at we 


NOW WAITASEC ... 


YOU'RE SAYING THE GUY 
WHO BROKE IN HERE |S 


THE SAME GUY WHO 
ASSAULTED YOU THIS 








CREEK MALL, YES, 
OFFICER, LISTEN 
. Dave 





Ka OH HI, PAULIE. 
Be, HOWS IT GOING.2 FBP 


“THATS WHAT I WAS 
FA GONNA ASK YOU, HONEY. 





——_ 


JUST PULLED UP AND “ga 
SAW THE HEAT PARKED | 
OUT FRONT DIDNT KNOW Ji 
THEY WERE AT YOUR ity 
PLACE, THOUGH! WHAT _, IW ty by 

oh iil 








ll ——= 
OH, L, UH, HAD AN 
UNINVITED GUEST. T 
GUESS YOU'D SAY. 


WELL, NOTHING, 
ACTUALLY, BUT”. 





HANG ON, BABE. 


YOU GOTTA BE 
KIDDIN'! WHA'D 
THEY TAKE2 








\T STARTINA COME 
DOWN. LET'S GET 
QUTTA THE RAIN. 










































































[ = Jz » Y my tori, 2 na i 
> SO NOTHIN’ GOT Ss ey SHS LOTSA 
STOLEN, HUH2 WEIRD. 7 voters 
WONDER WHAT HE ft ay ait TERE 
WANTED S LAfily ~3Z* KNOW.” 
SEN — > PRETTY LADY 
= NS = = y a U hee i ~S : 
SNIFF YER DIRTY NIZA ZG G fal A t 9 SIN, s ~N 
PANTIES OR SOME- KS f i apne : NY 
THIN’? = f f € 
ol ae ws | ee, ae 
}|}_ ce ey t 
las LGN o/ ® / 
‘ Ho Tae a | K 
ioe f I hh f 
i 
LISSEN, AINT | Gd V iy! 
NOBODY GONNA MESS WV 7, AWW) 
WITH YOU WHILE OL! PAUL V7" GA PAULIE. 
IES AROUND YHEAR? x K's 








‘SPECIALLY ) 
NOW T GOT My }” 
UZI. 





ALL RIGHT, MR. COARNES. 
SORRY THIS HAPPENED. WE'LL 
BE IN TOUCH IN APAY OR Two 


UH, ‘FORE: WE GO, ‘SERE 
ANYTHING ELSE. YOU CAN 
THINK OF THAT MEBEE 
WE QUGHTA KNOW, ‘FORE 
WE, UH, LEAVE? 
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AB incon, cr Ficee, ) 
= TLL CHECK, 


CHECK 





i OOP CHANCE 
WAR THiS Coy HAS PRORS, 
) JERRY, 
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HE WENT THROUGH 

THAT LOCK LIKE 

THROUGH A GOOSE. 
heh heh 





po You-2 
OH...HI, PAULIE. 








7 PAULIE'S BEEN ‘ere. ieee ‘CAH! SWEETEST 


\4 
LLING ME. ABOUT ’ ADDITION TO MY COL- § 
‘i q UZ i e ‘} LECTION SINCE 
THAT CIVIL WAR 
A MUSKET! 


“wil fi a ee e/ 7 Aww, YOU CAN GETA 
iff - le . a a oS SEMI-AUTOMATIC. ANYWHERE. } 
iGO: i aaa : we BUT IF YOU KNOW THE RIGHT 

7 How THE HELL _- PEOPLE... 
f DIP YOU GET YouR PF 


HANDS ON AN 
UZI!Z 





HEY, YALL WANNA COME 
UP AN’ SEE IT2 T CAN- 


: 4 NO, ACTUALLY 


PAULIE, TODAY'S NoT 
\-REAL G00P, MAYBE 


OH... AeA, YEAH, 
OBVIOUSLY. WELL, 
LISSEN, ERICA! IF I 
SEE ANYBODY MESSIN’ 
AROUND YOUR PLACE, 
TLL GIVE ‘EM A NINE- 
MILLIMETER ENEMA, 

Y'HEARZ 


THAT'S VERY 
SWEET, PAULIE 


THE POLICE. WANT 10 KNOW IF 
THERE'S ANY OTHER INFORMATION 
WE CAN GIVE THEM. 


















NO, HONEY, I MEAN, IT’S LIKE I SAID... 
T THINK HIS NAME |S RICK SOMETHING, BUT 
THERE'S SO MANY GUYS IN THAT CLUB 
EVERY NIGHT, AND THEY ALL GIVE You 
THEIR BUSINESS CARDS. . . 


aaa) 
s .. AND YOU REMEMBER THE BEST 


TIPPERS AND ALL THAT... YOUR REGULARS 
...BUT THERE'S A LOT OF GUYS WHO 

THINK THAT IF YOU'RE A DANCER THEN 
YOU'RE ALSO AN EASY LAY... 






















I MEAN, SCUMBAGS 
COME WITH THE TERR- 
TORY, KINDA, YOU 
KNOW? 









ERICA, \F YOU NEED 
ANYTHING AT ALL, TLL } 
BE IN THE OFFICE. IM 
wi SO SORRY THIS HAPPENED, 


AN 





=I y 
OH MY GOD! To THINK T I OH, ITLL BE OKAY! 
ACTUALLY TALKED 10 THAT Te an teen. YE] 1 SHOULD SIV AT Wee LOOK WELLCALL AS 
GUY! T MEAN, He CouLDVE, fa PORE MY MY’ FOLKS’ FOR Fea SOON AS WE KNOW 
LIKE, RAPED ME OR SOME- : : A FEW DAYS OR... SOMETHING, OKAY? 


THING! : i WE 
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YOU'RE LISTENING 
TO KZOZ!. .. AVSTn’s 
Rock CONNECTION! 
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I) 
BUT YOU KNOW WHAT ...I§ WHY DOES SHE \ ) I MEAN, WHAT, IS SHE AFRAID d 
T CAN'T UNDERSTAND... FEEL SHE HAS TO LIE To TLL GET PISSED OFF OR JEALOUS? 


ME ABOUT THIS ASS- [VE NEVER LIED TO HER SINCE T 
HOLE. MET HER! 






WHAT THE FUCK IS 
THAT SUPPOSE? TO MEAN? 





Hi ‘ SS 


HELL, FROM WHAT YOU'VE. TOLD ME, NU 


NEITHER OF THEM ARE BEHAVING 

100% RATIONALLY. AND YOU'RE RIGHT 

ABOUT WHY SHE ISN'T TELLING THE 

TRUTH. SHE IS AFRAID OF HOW 
YOU'LL REACT. 





ps 
ERICA DOES WORRY ABOUT 












[ugar 
FIRST OFF. I THINK YOURE. “I 
ABSOLUTELY RIGHT IN EVERY- Ji 

THING YOU'RE SAYING. is 
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YOU THINK THIS GUY IS SOME 
ABUSIVE EX-BOYFRIEND HUNTING 
ERICA DOWN...WELL, AS MELODRAMA- 

TIC AS THAT ie IT MAKES 






ELS 






Mt 

SHES SCARED. THIS Ul 

SITUATION IS OBVIOUSLY 

MESSING WITH HER HEAD 
BIG TIME. 


I MEAN, IF ONE GLIMPSE 
OF THIS GUY AT THE MALL 


\S ENOUGH To SEND HER 
_ FAINTING DEAD AWAY... 


Pore: pnaaeaaee™ 


CUT HER A LITTLE SLACK 

AND WHEN SHE FIGURES OUT Wii 

HOW SHE'S GONNA HANDLE THIS, J” 
SHE'LL TELL YOU! 


BUT ITS HER FEELINGS 
SHES GOTTA DEAL WITH. 


ps 


WELL, THANKS 
FOR THE ADVICE, 


LET ME FIND A PEN 
AND TLL WRITE. YOU 
MY BILL—A COUPLE 
HOURS’ EIGHTBALL AT 
THE CUE CLUB 
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: Caer 
ANOTHER NIGHT OKAY2 T \ ° 
: DON'T WANT ERICA TO WAKE AUTTLE BIT. I 
: UP FROM HER NAP AND GO, oe WANNA SHOW 
: “OH, JEEZ, WHERE'S oD YOU THIS GREAT 
ARNIE!” 3) NOW SPREAD- 
et < SHEET PROGRAM 
NOT AFTER » ' 
| | TODAY, Y'KNOW? yj soe iD 
I Ny \ F tA 
y | \ ult f ' + 
| ‘ | Fy ra 
i. = i \ ( Aa iki 
y | X G | Bre 
= yi } - 


z 
OH, YEAH, TD LIKE 
‘0 SEE ae 


ANYWAY, GUNTHER—T DON'T 
WANT 0 GET PERSONAL, BUT 
HOW VIP YOU GET 10 BE SUCH 

























ACTUALLY, GUNTHER, 
CAN WE SKIP THE COMP- 
UTER STUFF TOO? T 

KIND OF WANTED 10 
ASK YOU A FAVOR. 








SAY, WHERE'S JOEY, 
BY THE WAY? 
















L WOULD'VE FELT 
SAFER ABOUT THIS 
WITH ALL THREE OF 


















DROVE DOWN TO HIS PARENTS LAKE- 
HOUSE. THERES SUPPOSED TO BE A BAD 
FREEZE OVERNIGHT SO HE WENT T0 


WRAP THE PIPES. 
an-HAH! a 
We 
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IF LT KNOW JOEY, HE-LL TAKE ALONG 
AFIZZA AND A ee AND CRASH OUT 





SAFER ABOUT WHAT 
WITH ALL THREE OF US? 


KCK 
UN in htt 

















WELL, HAVE. YOU. THOUGHT “HERE'S THE GUY WHO'S 


OKAY, OKAY, You 
A WHAT A GOOD SWING 


BEEN CHASING MY FIANCEE, OUTSIDE! 
WITH A BASEBALL BAT WILL OFFICER. ... SORRY WE cap died VE 
DO TO AGUY2 THEN WHAT KINDA KILLED HIM...” 

WILL YOU TELL THE CoPS2 


WELL, JEEZ, ARN, IF THIS 

GUY'S THAT MUCH OF A PSYCHO, ¥ 
YOU THINK WE SHOULD GET ff 
ERICAS NEIGHBOR WITH THE 


S 
tea Keo ens 
SIDE, T SHALL CLOUT 


YOUR BODY HEROICALLY INTO 
HIM UPON HIS THE PATH OF HIS BULLETS 
VILLAINOUS NOGGIN! 
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AS I FLEE FOR MY LIFE! 
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JOEY'LL BE. = Kiss ye 
PSSse? THA i 
MEA HE MISSED —— sles 
a \ THIS ONE! ay /") 
i ~>+Ya€ ("| 
mes . By? eS, ; i | 
; 1a | 
== = I 
ab | } Ay \= | IE 
YEAH, RIGHT. HE'D PROBABLY ¥: Pad = =| | 
SHOOT BOTH OF US WHILE HE |: SS = =| | 
WAS FIGURING OUT HOW 10 =S aA 
GET THE SAFETY OFF. _/ 24 |= fa 
Ro Iie = Z f 
} : ‘ 2 =\ = 
\ | 



































THERE! You Seez 


NOBODY'S HERE. a = You CHECK THE 
: NO BEDROOM WHILE I 
CHECK THE BATHROOM, 








ARNIE! 
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WHO SAID 


ARNIE, T'VE 
HAD A GUN 
POINTED AT 
ME BEFORE! 
ITS NO FUN 

OKAY? 
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é WELL, THE ONLY 
THEN HE'S REASON HE'D KNOW 
WERE HERE IS COS OF 
THAT DAMN RACKET 
You MAPE.! 


WAITING To 
WASTE THE 
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OF COURSE... FALLING 
SHOEBOXES ALWAYS SOUND 
LIKE. PSYCHOTIC. BURGLAKS! 


= __f HON COULD TL RRGET, NS 1 Se ee 
THAT AFTER READING ALL WELL, ARN, LOOKS 
THOSE “HARDY BOYS" WHEN LIKE WE KILLED IT / 
T WAS A KIp2! | 

Heh heh YUP! SCAREY 
GAVE IT 


ONLY AFTER YOU 
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WHAT V0 YOU 
WANT, KEVIN@ 











7 OH, REALLY!2 HOW WAS IT | 
\ SUPPOSED TO GO'2 4 



































WELL, THE FIRST 
THING I WANT [5 10 
APOLOGIZE. 


I MEAN, TODAY 
> DIDN'T GO VERY 
WELL, Dip ITZ 






































HUN a7 TM NOT KATHRYN ANY- 


























HON MORE, OKAY2 TM ERICA 
NOW. 
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ct ERICA. Se 
“ren THANK YOU, 
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UID RIGHT IN THE WORLD 
“a> TO BE ANGRY, KATH: 
RYN, OKAY, IM NOT— 
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EXCUSE ME. 
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BOYFRIEND, OR WHOEVER 





THE HELL HE WAS. HE 


” JUST LET IT 
60, re, LET IT 
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OH, OF COURSE. SHOULD 
HAVE bere THAT OUT— NO, YOU'RE NOT IN TROUBLE. 





KEVIN, JUST HERE ME 






























































WHY YOU'RE ERE, ALL 
i RIGHT!Z AM I . ROUBLE? 
T=) 1S THAT WHY Yt 
TRACKING M fees 
LIKE SOME DETECTIVE? 
A i 
: 4 \ 
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Ye fi Ni 








a 7 DAMMIT, KEVIN! 
|2 DON'T WANT To 
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NOW!?..UH,I, | 
SO THERE... DIDN'T WANT TO et ACTUALLY I KNOW 


? TELL YOU OER THE PHONE, BUT... Le; meee. 4 WH 


WHOA, WAIT! ARE 
YOU SURE. YOU DON'T 
WANT ME 10 PICK YOU ¢_7 
UP ITS COLDER THAN iff 
de, AWITCHS-_ y 
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